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fade  in: 


EXT.  THE  STARS  -  NIGHT 
The  RUMBLE  of  a  jet. 

Distant  lights  of  the  jet  now  enter  frame.  They 
grow,  and  grow... 

..  _ 

pocketing  at  us  before  we  know  it,  ttse^  ■)■©*-- -is 
smack  in  our  face  with  a  BOOM 


INT.  PRIVATE  LEER  JET 

Silence.  A  lone  tuxedo 'd  man,  an  ESCORT,  waits 
patiently  in  the  chinese-red  lounge  of  the  jet. 

He  is  elderly,  non-descript,  and  somehow  as  he 
works  with  his  hands  on  something  we  can't  see 
inscrutable . 

The  Escort  gets  up  and  enter|rs  the  cockpit.  He  fans 
out  a  deck  of  playing  cards  and  displays  them  to  the 
pilot.  The  pilot  picks  one  perfunctorily,  like 
they've  been  doing  this  for  years. 


EXT.  MAUNA  KEA  VOLCANO  -  NIGHT 

The  summit  hulks  a  mile  above  the  Hawaiian  clouds, 
iiix  Its  moonscape  of  lava  cones  is  adorned  with 
the  lights  of  a  small  runway  and  the  white  domes 
of  several  observatories. 

The  Leer  jet,  behind  its  lights  as  black  as  the  night, 
floats  down  to  the  runway... 

The  jet  taxis  to  a  halt  just  barely  short  of  the 
runway's  end. 

The  Escort  as  disembarks,  surprised  by  the  freezing, 
thin  air.  A  Workwian  greets  him  and  ushers  him 
quickly  into  one  of  the  observatory**  buildings./ 


INT.  OBSERVATION  CHAMBER  -  SLIGHT 

The  Escort  emerges  from  the  stairwell  and  takes  in 
the  scene.  A  huge  telescope  looms  olever  banks  of 

computer-enhanced  infrared  television  images.  BURGESS  b/-  ,:M 

sits  kxhsx  in  a  full  lotus  on  the  fiaax  cold  floor, 
gasing  up  through  the  open  eyelids  of  the  dome. 

His  beard  conceals  his  youth. 

/  pcurf  ui  |  i  vj 

The  Escort  approaches  Burgess,  shivering. 

ESCORT 

Doctor  Davidson? 
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Burgess  does  not  respond.  He  appears  as  if  in  a 
trance  or  a  state  of  religious  benediction.  The 
Escort  glances  as  nervously  at  the  monitors  beside 
him,  colorful  pictures  of  firey  cosmic  dances  from 
unimaginable  distances. 


ESCORT 

(Delicately)  ,  , 

I'm  here  to  pick  £you  up,  Sir,  Vt v  .  . 

a&xMxxxWxKHSxKiaKlxxxxgxsx  t . 

at  thre-a?e^we^t  'of  _Mr.  -JifijfHffls=man . 

With  a  shudder,  Burgess  comes  bask  to  Earth.  He 
gets  up  gracefully,  but  s*rnm  aroused  by  something 
like  religious  faxxaax  fervor. 


BURGESS 

(Looks  at  the  Escort 

so  full  of  messages  — 


i 


That  sky  is 

—  whew. 


i 


p  \<M 

The  Escort 


o(?  po  V-e-V'. -V>;  - 

smiles  with  Intrigue 


and  follows  Burgess 


J-oH-t-Sh-twe//' 


EXT.  THE  RUNWAY  -  DAWN 

With  the  jet  as  it  lifts  off,  roaring  into  the  blinding 
light  of  the  new  day's  sun. 


DISSOLVE  TO: 


EXT.  OVER  LOS  ANGELES  -  DAY 

The  black  Leer  jet  swoops 1  down  sc>n  Pasadena  airport. 


EXT.  RESEARCH  INSTITUTE  COMPOUNfD  -  DAY 

A  black  limousine  arrives  through^  the  gate  and 
parks.  The  chauffeur  opens  the  back  door  for  the 
Escort  to  step  out.  Here  and  there  a  lab-worker 
gawks  at  the  limo. 

* 

INT.  LAB  -  COLUMBUS  AND  HIS  ASSISTANT  .5 C,&J  VI 

Columbus  is  a  robust  >young,  s -b*L descended  from 
the  Conquistadors.  The  two  sfch  of  them  sit  before 
a  table-top  train  set.  Two  otoMMS-y  shiny  copper  hoops 
hand  like  halos  over  Columbus'  head.  Columbus  poises 
witn  his  hand  above  the  train  track  as  the  little 
engine  trundles  along. 
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COLUMBUS 
( Chortles ) 

My  hand  goes  right  through  it  — 

(He  grabs  for  the  engine, 
but  meets  only  air, 
because  the  engine  is  on 
the  other  side  of  the  track, 
not  where  he  grabbed) 

—  see! 

He  ^Clenches  his  fists  with  the  pride  of  xiKXis 
victory  and  smiles  toward  where  his  Assistant 
was  standing  before ,  as  though  ®8^?£he  were  still 
there ,  but  3fhe  has  since  aaxsM  stepped  around  to 
his  other  side. 


COLUMBUS 
(To  the  air) 

Try  a  thirty  xsd  second  delay  now. 


But  oddly,  the  Assistant  slaps  Columbus  hard  on 
the  rix  cheek.  simply  doesn't  s  react. 


REVERSE  ANGLE  -  THE  ESCORT 

He  has  entered  the  lab  unnoticed  and  has  been 

watching  them  with  perplexed  amusement. 

ESCORT 

Excuse  me  —  Doctor  Colurnbarti? 


ASSISTANT 

0h  "  >i\ 

( ptrreaese  rushes  to  the 
Escort  and  starts  leading 
him  out  — ) 

I'm  sorry  he'll  be  free  in  a  moment, 
would  you  mind  waiting  out  — 


But  the  Escort  stops  in  his  tracks  as  he  sees  Columbus, 
only  now,  reacting  to  the  slap 


Aagh ! 


C0&UMBUS 


(Rubs  his  cheek  and  . 

speaks  to  where  ffttnSfl sjztyZK 
1 1 q p d  to  be) 


•«r 

Oh,  hello! 


( Suddenly  turns  as  speaks 
to  where  the  Escort  had  been) 
You're  from  Wonderman^ 
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The  Assistant  flicks  a  power  switch  — 

—  Columbus  jumps ,  looks  shaken-up,  then  calms 
down  quickly  and:,looks  right  at  the  Assistant  and 
the  Escort.  ^ 

COLUMBUS 
Ugh,  I  hate  that  part. 

(gets  up,  still  amazed 
at  what  he's  been  up  to) 

Well  —  heh  —  stay  tuned  for  the 
next  episode. 

Columbus  shakes  hands  warmly  with  the  puzzled  Escort. 

COLUMBUS 

(evading  explanation) 

So,  time  to  get  this  show  of 
yours  on  the  road,  huh? 

Columbus  picks  up  a  handbag  and  they  begin  to  walk  out. 

DISSOLVE  TO: 

EXT.  DALLAS  AIRPORT  -  DAY 

jfr$00T^he  black  jet  swoops  down  again. 

EXT.  ANOTHER  RESEARCH  F ABILITY  -  DAY 

A  sign  Eaxst  over  an  entrance  rijajax  reads:  "DEPARTMENT 
OF  MOLECULAR  GENETICS",  and  in  smaller  letters: 
"EXTINCT  DNA  GROUP". 


INSERT  -  A  FLY  CAUGHT  IN  AMBER 


The  fly  lies  in  twisted  repose  inside  the  orange 
glow  of  the  impervious,  fossilized  tree  sap^ 

4k':. beautiful  amber  jewel  filling  the  screen.  _  BfiiSSSfi 
holds  the  amber  ^Ewsixbsix  gem  between  h£4r  fingers, 
turning  it  slowly. 


A 


) 

uJtfvwAw  S 


ALLEN ( 0 . S . ) 

Perfectly  preserved  after  seventy 
million  years . . . 


INT.  GENETICS  LAB 

M  ROSS,  yf^4ncongruously/4*ee 
ks  in  open  wonderment  with  a 


ALLEN 

speaks 


\v\v~v 

aN 


?o£iicmtio4;-, 


„c _  open  wonderment  with  a\  Trm 

iJsrm  itjg»i  a-k  who  sta  gazes  raptly  at  the  amber  in  hand. 

j\ 

Md  9 1  A.  CO  I  ( 
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ALLEN 
( continuing) 

. . .  Amber  is  absolutely  amazing 
stuff.  There  could  be  a  completely 
intact  dinosaur  blood-cell  in  there! 

(Somewhat  skeptical) 

You  intend  to  clone . . .  a  dinosaur 
from  the  stomache  contents  of  a 
fossil  fly. . . 


ALLEN 

It  sucked  blood  didn't  it? 

(Beat ) 

And  at  the  height  of  the  Cretaceous 
Period. 

(He  pulls  out  some 
8  by  10  '  s ) 

this  is  what  we  got  from  the 
stomache  of  the  other  specimin  we 
cracked  open  — 


The  prints  are  electron-microscope  photos  of  several 
regular-looking  cells.  At  the  sight  of  them  the 
PvaV'i  ^  -.>4  y  j  f  -j  Tl^  -fnii  ii  mi  j  i  f  takes  a  breath,  xmpxssssMx  vei 

impressed.  y 


:ry 


ALLEN 

But  we  blew  it  with  these  —  they 
deteriorate  too  fast  on  exposure. 

So  the  question  is  —  are  you  onto 
any  new  mitotic  induction  techniques? 

A  TECHNICIAN  calls  from  the  doorway  — 


TECHNIC I AE 

Allen,  your  —  uh  —  limousine  is  here. 


O'* 


The  ¥4 jI Liiig..-3irtgTTt%g4;  gives  Allen  a  look, 
smiles  back  and  shrugs. 


Allen 


DISSOLBE  TO 


EXT.  MIAMI  INTERNATIONAL  AIRPORT  -  BAY 
As  the  black  jet  descends  yet  #igain. 


CUT  TO: 

UNDERWATER  IMAGES 

Obscure,  wiping  the  screen  in  closeup  —  bubbles, 
hair,  soft  flesh,  sometimes  pink,  sometimes  slate  grey 
The  bright  eyes  of  a  baby. 


6. 


FULL  SHOT  -  UNDERWATER 

A  woman,  a  baby,  and  a  dolphin  play  under  water  in 
a  pool.  The  dolphin  WHISTLES  as  jss-it  nudges  the 
baby  with  its  chin  to  help  it  surface  for  air.  Theg? 
baby  is  having  a  gas  and  the  woman,  DONNA,  smiles 
radiantly  and  strokes  the  dolphin's  dordal  fin.  All 
three  of  them  tssaAe  tumble  around  p^syhappily . 


EXT.  TOPSIDE  -  THE  POOL  AND  FACILITIES 


The  pool  is  surrounded  in  close  quarters  by  a^ 
office  and  living  area,  a  deck,  and  computer  equipment. 

In  the  foreground  the  pool  opens  out  directly  Hfcinto^ 
the  sea,  bounded  only  by  a  wire-mesh  fenee  that  rise’s 
three  feet  above  the  water  line. 

Suddenly , axxxgh&xxHxfxKHx  a  huge  grey  shape  explodes  from 
the  oeean  wesfeer  and  catapults  over  the  wire  mesh 
fenee,  into  the  Jps-pool  —  a  xxxx&sixx  dolphin  visitor. 


DONNA 


(Rising  from  water  in  greeting) 
Peter! 


Donna  stands  waist^  deep  ^fe-t  the  side  of  the  pool^ 
with  the  baby  in  hsx  one  arm  as  the  two  dolphins 
exhhange  rapid  sthxx&isxx  "WHISTLES  and  CLICKING  SOUNDS. 

Thprft_i-g — ty -  >'  n;t  * 

reaches  over  to  ^the  keyboard  of  a  computer 
w  sitting  on  the  deck.  She  piaxMsxxaxix  presses  a 
key  and  a  ^SERIES  OF  DOLPHIIj^LIKE  WHISTLES  bursts 
from  the  underwater  speakers 

PETER,  the  dolphin,  repeats  the  series  underwater, 
then  rises  from  the  surface  on  his  tail  flukes. 

Donna  laughs. 

The  Apjble  computer  screen  shows  the  rasa  matching 
shapes  of  the  matching  whisties. 

Another  WOMAN  comes  to  the  edge  of  the  pool  — 


WOMAN 


(Taking  the  baby) 

There's  this  gigantic  limousine 
outxxds  front.  You  ready  for 
Wonderman? 


DONNA 


All  ready. 

(To  baby) 
You  be  good  now. 


EXT.  THE  LIMOUSINE  -  DAY 


7<k 


The  Escort  doesn't  even  try  to  veil  his  surprise 
this  time  as  Donna  arrives  still  dripping  wet 
in  her  swimsuit,  travel-hag  and  robe  in  hand,  and 
sinks  into  the  luxurious  leather  seat  of  the  limousine. 

The  Escort  smiles  —  he's  liking  these  people. 

CUT  TO: 


EXT.  MIAMI  AIRPORT  -  DAY 

The  black  Leer  jet  rests  on  an  isolated  runway 
We  see  the  am  figures  of  Donna  and  the  Escort 
cross^  the  tarmack  towards  /> 

\eH 

They  reach  the  top  of  the  pitrrre^s  short  gangway, 
and  the  Escort  opens  t&e-door. 


INT.  THE  JET 


All  heads  turn  —  Burgess,  Columbus,  and  Allen. 

The  three  of  them  appear  very  comfortable  together , 
like  old  friends.  The  Escort^egins  formal  introductions 

■-.cloys  -We  d/rOY' 


-Bonny 

'Okl\€-  OOf  i - 

covv  ^ 

\  s  &S)TCc-J»  J  ' 

Ker^c:  .  /  • 


K/  ) 

j'Vv 

Gentlemen, 

Dr.  Donna  Simmington 
Dolphin  Foundation 


ESCORT 

J-nr-pri-eai 


sd 


intr-obtuee  jfbug  CO 


from  the  Human- 


( Turns  to  Burgess) 

Dr.  Burgess  Davidson  from  NASALS 

CETI  program  —  that's  "Communication 

with,  uh,  Extra-Terrestrial  Intelligence" — 


r>Ui\Lril.oo  .  t  - 

(To  Donna  )^.je\^Wj»  ^-"r'  " 

V&jg-y  pi &a s-ed— %e  vj.e  '  re  in 

a  similar  business  — 

i2hsxs±xxa.HxxKiMsa±ats 
5?  ~x~  (%)  *f? 

There's  an  immediate  s-cw0e,“!©#  attraction  between  Burgess 
and  Donna.  The  Escort  continues  — 


meem:  escort 

Doctor  Allen  Ross  from  the 
University  of  Texas,  Department 
of  Molecular  Genetics. 

Donna  looks  surprised  for  a  moment  £h  hut  hides  it 

ALLEN 

ixkHxx ( Disarmingly ) 

I  know,  I  look  young  enough 
to  he  your  son. . . 

WsiiDONNA 

Well  I  certainly  was  not  about 
to  ax  say  that,  but  I  must 
admitj^j 

ALLEN 

Unfortunately  I'm  not  a  child 
prodfgy.  I'm  thirty  two.# 

mmx 

COLUMBUS 

He's  lead  too  pure  a  life. 

Allen  gives  Columbus  a  wry  look. 

ESCORT 

And  this  is  ^Doctor  Fransisco 
Columbarti  from  the  National 
Institute  of  Mental  Health. 


? 

COLUMBUS 

My  friends  .m  call  me  Columbus. 

Donna's  eyes  are  drawn  back  to  Burgess. 

BURGESS 

Call  mevBurgess. 


ESCORT 


Please  take  seats  now,  and  buckle  up, 
we're  about  to  take  off. 

They  follow  his  lead  to  sit  a.xmrax  at  a  large  o©*»eh-  x* 
that  curves  around  a  coffee  table.  They  sit  Donna 
next  to  Burgess,  nest  to  Allen  next  to  Columbus. 


The 


\W(/w\ 


jets 

M 


are 


on 


and  the  plane  lift* 


off. 


J-0 


DONNA 


So  can  any  of  yop,  tell  me 
why  we're  here? 


BURGESS 

I  think  we're  being  kidnapped. 
ffoy  random.  I've  been  on  this 
plane  for  twelve  hours  now. 

EBttMflALLgN 

None  of  us  haveApet  before. 

COLUMBUS 

A  definite  oversight. 


They  all  smile  at  each  other. 


BURGESS  ^r 
And  we  can't  get  anything  frori 
ijjSM  (referring  to  Escort) 
except  magic  tricks. 


him 


<-•  rprntin  o 


COLUMBUS 

But  we  pooled  our  information, 
and  our  theory  is  that  the  legends 
are  all  true. 


BURGESS 

But  that's  all  we  know.  He^s  very 
secretive . 


Legends? 


DONNA 


The  men  look  at  Donna,  a  little  surprised  for  a 
moment . 

ALLEN 

His  real  name  was  Wunnerman, 
W-u-n-n-e^r-m-a-n,  but  in  the 
Thirties  he  became  known  as 
Wonderman  because  of  his  amazing 
investment  hH  hunches.  He  does 
nothing  for  years  at  at  a  time, 

doesn't  look  at  the  market,  doesn't 
listen  to  advise,  just  reads  whatever 
strikes  his  fancy^  — 

Burgess  grabs  a  handfull  of  magazines  from  one  of 
the  many  magazine  bins  around  the  hi  plane,  and 
in  demonstration,  places  them  on  the  table  in 
front  of  Donaa  — 


ALLEN 
( continuing) 

— then  wham,  he  gets  an  impulse 
to  invest  everything  j.n  some 
obscure  Company.  And^can't  even 
say  why^,. 

Th^ magazines  are  such  things  as  "Bulgarian  Life", 
"Cobbler's  Quarterly",  and  "The  ks  Radical  Architect" 

ALLEN 
( continuing) 

He  makes  a  fortune  every  time. 

COLUMBUS 

As  though  his  right  hs  brain  were 
entirely  preconcious. 

ALLEN 

(Struck  by  that  description) 

^JJaYeah. .  . 

Allen  is  looking  off  somewhere,  intensely  xMxsaihxx 
involved  in  thought.  Donna  still  waits  hx  for  him 
to  continue.  Allen  notices  her  attention  — 

ALLEN 

Oh  —  What  was  I  saying? 

Columbus  picks  up  a  xa  an  "Omni"  magazine  and  gives 
it  to  Donna. 

COLUMBUS 

We're  all  featured  in  this  one. 

DONNA 

( realization) 

Ahh . . . 

There's  a  pause  for  a  moment. 


jgUgfr  ALLEN 

Columbus,  tell  her  about 
your  time-delay. 


COLUMBUS 

She  just  got  here. 

DONNA 

Oh  no,  go  ahead.  Please. 

,  ^-X-C  OLUMBUS  . 

(Basically  —  ifek^know^  that 
we  can  be  unconciously  aware  of 
something  that  happens 

E&KXKEKKX&MKXShbCX  tOO  fast  to  U<l_cOYV'£_ 
concious  of- - 


DONNA 

Like  subliminal  advertizing. 


gxfrvcr fN  *  COLUMBUS 

Yuu  'gHr.  And,  in  fact^, —  we!Vvb 
cnnt.i  nuallv  in  a  half-second 

time  delay.  That 1 s  how  long  it 
takes  .feja^preconcious  to  process 
an  event  and  bring  it  into 
awareness . 

DONNA 

That  long? 

’  COLUMBUS 

Vmp~'\  Tf^T  r ,  I've  been  using  weak 
electro-magnetic  fields  of  various 
wave-shapes  that  can  "lock"  your 
brainwaves  in  phase  with  them.  I 
can  induce  an  alpha  state,  depression, 
ela&ion,  tfk  Then  yesterday  I  found 
a  particular  frequency  that  actually 
seems  to  isnghtsK  retard  the  preconcious 
processing  time.  I've  used  it  on  myself 
up  to  a  15  second  delay  so  far. 

DONNA 

(Astonished) 

Oh  you're  kidding! 

COLUMBUS 

Let  me  tell  you> it  is  bloody  weird. 

Donna  laughs,  trying  to  imagine  it. 

Now  Donna  is  distracted  by  the  Escort  serving  drinks. 


TWO  SHOT 


ALLEN  AND  COLUMBUS 


ALLEN 

^  (To  Columbus) 

I  don't  understand  —  these  EM 

fields  are  weaker  than^^fi? 

standing  under  a  florescent  light 

lamp,  right?  That's  HSU?  too  weak 

to  trigger  a  nerve  impulse  —  so 

how  can  it  affect  KHgRxiHjmn#  cognition? 


COLUMBUS 


Precisely  the  point  — 

We  have  to  chuck  the  old 
model  of  the  brain  right 
out  the  window. 


ALLEN 

(Spellbound,  his  voice 
rises  high  cracks — ) 

Raallji  —  ! 

( Clears  his  throat  and 
repeats  with  a  more 
"learned"  tone — ) 

Really . 


COLUMBUS 

Oh  hell  yeah,  EM  fields  are  opening 
up  a  lot  of  new  terrain.  I'm  positive 
you  can  apply  it  to  your  cloning  problem. 

ALLEN 

I  can  believe ^^thefl  way  /IftS&p&SSe&S&Bft JJtfeveryone ' 
been  using  EMFs  to  affect'bone  healing... 
cancer...  mutation  rates... 

COLUMBUS 

(Looking  mighty  thoughtful) 

I  know  there's  got  to  be  a  way .  Hmmm .  .  . 

Columbus  and  Allen 


BURGESS  AND  DONNA 

More  xsx  serene  than  Allen  and  Columbus.  Their  Heaven 
and  Earth  yin-yang  produces  a  sexual  undercurrent. 


DONNA 

sfflt so  the  mere  technology  for 
building  a  common  language  between 
man  and  dolphin  is  not  enough.  I 
believe  we  have  to  really  live  with 


DONNA  (CONT'D) 

them  to  learn  each  others  ways^ 
intuitively.  My  children  will' 
be  raised  with  the  dolphins. 

BURGESS 

Ext ror dinary. . .  Our  project  could 
learn  from  yours*-  now  to  empaihxxs 
£a£hamr--hQM. , ..t  o  <^apH«c±gG' vi  w4rth  beings 
from  distant  stars. 

C-&«€tly) '  Sf  u*- 

Unfortunately,  even  if  i^we 

were  to  pick  up  a  message  on 
one  of  our  radio-telescopes  today, 
it  xm±x  would  be  onlg  for  our  g#reat 
grandchildren  to  meet  them  face  to 
face . 


DONNA 


Why  is  that? 


BURGESS 


fH 


Well.. /there  may  be  millions  of 
other  civilizations  in  our  galaxy 
alone,  but  -s-petee- ri  s  so  vast  that- 
that  we  must  be  separated  by  hundreds 
of  lightyears.  It  would  take  maybe 
a  thousand  years  to  reach  the  nsx 
nearest.  So...  first  contact  would 
be  a  radio  signal.  And  even  then, 
at  the  speed  of  light,  it  will  take 
hundreds  of  years  for  them  to  recieve 
our  reply  .fc>  biro-  . 


DONNA 

How  demoralizing. 


BURGESS 

But  think  of  the  impact  of  that 
first  message* 


/ 


DONNA 

'es.  For  one  thing,  we  might 
gain  hope  oft  avoiding  self-destruction 
if  we  kne withers  had 


BURGESS 

Mmm,  rix  good  point.  Good  selling 
point ^4  The  sooner  we  can  afforfc 
f/J  to"expand  search ,  the  sooner 

we'll  know^-/l f~the r e  rs " "a  " me s s age 
<6ut  there*  it '  s  probably  been  broadcastng 
for  god  knows  how  long,  just  waiting 
for  us  to  listen. 


^  DONNE 

Xjae  'nT5ai*eTi  must  cost  a  fortune, 


BURGESS 
complete , 


__________  ,  ^  ^  _  full-spectrum 

search  wouldjgJS®^ less  than  ttfg=p3Bge 
^  one  atomic  warhead. 


We  have  PULLED  BACK  TO  INCLUDE  Allen  and  Columbus. 
Thsyxaxsxx&xiixxiiEH&xiiax  Allen  is  listening  to 
Burgess  and  Donna,  while  Columbus  is  still  deep  thought. 

Suddenly,  Columbus  leaps  up  from  the  seat  — 


COLUMBUS 

I've  got  it! 

(to  Allen) 

I  think  I  know  what  you  can  do  .jfojj}/ 


The  Escort  returns  — 


ESCORT 

Please  fasten  your  seatbelts, 
we're  arrived. 

They  all  look  out  the  window  — 


EXT.  THE  WESTERN  FLORIDA  COAST 

The  jet  descends  toward  a  private  am:  airfield  near 
Tampa. 

It  lands  and  the  four  scientists  are  escorted  out  of 
the  plane  and  directly  into  a  Huey  chopper.  As  soon 
as  they  are  aboard,  the  chopper  takes  off. 


INT.  CHOPPER 

The  group  exchange  looks . 


-f ^©m-the  chopper *s: 

CHOPPER* S  POV 


Vie  are^head^g  down  again  toward  a  three  story  industrial¬ 
looking  building  right  on  the  shoreline. 


ALLEN 

This  looks  familiar.  Yeah  — 
it's  Genesis  Biotech.  They  went 
into  receivership  last  month. 
Sugar  and  oil  prices  dropped  and 
they  lost  their  funding. 


They  float  down  to  a  landing  pad  beside  the  bright 
white  building.  Security  guards  patrol  the  area. 

MiaKn&rm&KxgE±x  The  Escort  steps  out  first,  stumbling 
a  little,  suddenly  shaky. 


ESCORT 

This  way  pleasd.. 

The  group  follows  him  to  the  front  door  of  the  complex. 

He  opens  the  front  door,  gesturing  them  in. 

ESCORT 

Wonderman  awaits  you  in  the  , 

KHXxidsrxaixthsxsMx  u  unu f  o  i»  uiiULJESswn  \ e ca>€_  Well 
at  the  end. 

The  group  enters  the  reverberating  hallway,  lined,  oddly 
enough,  with  expensive  lithographs.  They  head  for  the 
KBxfisxsHKKxx&BKix  lecture  hall. 

But  before  the  Escort  can  enter  he  hesitates,  looking 
faint.  One  of  the  guards  immediately  supports  him  and 
helps  him  away. before  the  group  sees. 

The  group  wanders  toward  the  conference  room,  peeking 
into  doors  along, the  way  —  offices,  labs,  production 
rooms  full  of  gajly  colorcoded  pumps  and  pipes,  all  emptj 
of  people. 

"^hey  g&a  reach  the  KHxf exkhkkxxeemx  lecture  xehmx  hall 
and  enter  — 

INT.  LECTURE  HALL 

They  enter  "BgiiSCgL .  At  the  front  are  two  speaker, 

a  jack-in-a-box,  and  a  woman  dressed  Ike  a  game^how 
HOSTESS  who  opens  a  bottle  of  champagne  andS\&erve$  it. 

As  they  take  seats,  Columbus  looks  seriously  concerned, 
Donna  and  Allen  share  a  chuckle,  and  Burgess  whistles  the 
tHHKx  theme  of  the  "Twighlight  Zone". 

At  the  l&xxKEsxKxx  back  far  corner  sits  a  ^fyoung  woman 

in  black. 


VOICE 
(Over  speakers) 

Please  excuse  my  absense  at  fthis 
historic  occation. 

( beat ) 

I  am  terminally  ill,  but  that 
has  not  influenced  ^(decision, 
because  in  fact,  I  don't  make 
decisions . 

( beat ) 

I  hope  you  will  accept  from  me 
two  gifts.  The  first  is  this 
research  facility.  The  second 
is  ay^ank  account  w o~j\r 


/ 


VOICE 

with  a  balance  of... 

The  Hostess  winds  the  janjjjk-in-a-box,  the  goofy 
music  plays ^ then  pop  —  the  Jack  holds  a 

Bank  of  America  account  book  — 


VOICE 

...  one  hundred  million  dollars  U.S. 

( beat ) 

It's  already  yours,  no  strings  attatched. 
The  group  looks  stunned. 

The  hostess  starts  handing  out  papers  — 

VOICE 

To  own  this  facility,  sign 
this  incorporation  paper.  You'll 
each  own  twenty  percent.  The  fifth 
and  last  20%  will  belong  to  my  one 
and  only  daughter,  Allfcy. 


There's  a  noise  behind  and  they  turn  to  see  the 
young  woman  in  the  dark  robe  and  the  darkx«y,gs 
flashing  eyes  flee  from  the  t  room. 

Columbus  goes  to  inspect  the  -^account  book. 

VOIVE 

you  no  longer  need  to  hustle 
for  investors,  grants,  or  tainted 
money. . . 


Allen  hoots  and  jupps  up,  can't  stand  still.  Burgess 
practically  glows  as  he  watches  Allen  and  Columbus. 

VOICE 

You  no  longer  need  to  publish 
or  to  teach,  or  even  to  work  at 
all.  You  need  not  even  invest  in 
your  own  company  —  you're  free. 


ALLEN 

(punchy) 

We  can  see  the  world!  Relax! 
(to  self) 

As  soon  as  I  try  out  that  new 
clonigg  technique-"  — 


VOICE 

sr  (Matter  of  fact) 

All  I  expect  —  or  rather,  all  I 
know,  is  that  something  monumental 
is  going  to  come  out  of  you  four. 

I  know  this  with  deeper  conviction 
than  I've  ever  felt  before.  And 
that's  all  I  can  tell  you. 


Donna  is  crying  in  joy. 


DONNA 

This  is  too  much. 


BURGESS 

It  was  meant  to  be. 

COLUMBUS  (  grinning  but  skeptical) 
I  want  some  objective  verification. 

Let's  get  a  lawyer  out  here  pronto. 

CUT  TO:  C 


EXT.  THE  WAITING  HELICOPTER 

Inside  it,  the  Escort  is  being  looked  over  by  a 
female  DOCTOR.  The  pilot  stands  outside. 

ALLY  ( 0 . S . ) 

Father ! 

They  turn  to  see  Aiiyx  ALLY  appreaching  them.  Her 
dark  hair  almost  hides  her  heavy  black  mascara~ss«d 
and  penetrating  dark  eyes. She  is  hypersensitive, 
feelings  turned  inward,  'on  the  cusp  between 
girl  and  woman. 

ALLY 

(To  Escortf’,  hurt) 

Father^,  why  are  you  doing  this 
to  me? 

The  Escort,  WONDERMAN ,  gestures  the  Doctor  out  and 
Ally  steps  back  out  of  her  way. 

DOCTOR 

Ally— 

ALLY 

He  knows  how  much  I  hate  scientists, 
don't  you  see  —  this  is  another  one 
of  his  stupid  pranks. 

DOCTOR 

Ally,  honey,  I  know  he,  uh,  expressed 
himself  badly  with  you,  but  —  this 
is  just  too  big  to  be  a  prank. 

ALLY 

Oh?  S <h  tell  me  ^hat  he  has  to  lose*' 
(flicking  the  Doctor's 
stethoscope) 

Wonderman  leans  out  the  side  — 

WONDERMAN 

Ally? 

Ally  gets  in  with  him.  He  starts  the  rotor  going. 


The  Doctor  and  the  Pilot  back  off,  waving  at  him  over 
the  noise  to  stop. 


We  can  see  Ally  getting  exasperated  with  Wonderman. 
And  they  lift  off  — 


INT.  HELICOPTER 

They  have  to  talk  loud. 


ALLY 

—  because  they  10  kill  the  spirit?! 
WONDERMAN 

You  think  scientists  are  like 

panty  she@,lds. 

€-{ 

ALLY 

What? 

WONDERMAN 

Cool  and  dry. 

ALLY 

( enraged ) 

If  you  don't-’&g®  talk  to  me  — ! 

I  —  I  don ' t  know  what  — 

(vulnerable,  perhaps 
a  desperate  ploy) 

I  will  be  left  never  knowing  if 
you  loved  me. 


WONDERMAN 
(Doesn't  respond. 

^See s  something  below) 
Look,  there's  a  whale. 

ALLY 

(smolders,  then 
explodes ) 

Damn  you  —  you  killed  mother 
with  your  craziness  — 


•WONDERMAN 

(That  got  him,  he  Jljerks 
around,  enraged - 


ALLY 

I'm  sorry.,,  I'm  sorry.  «  * 


Suddenly  Wonderman  starts  to<%choke  and  spazm  like  a 
heart  attack,  losing  control  of  the  chopper  — 

Ally  is  terrified  and  as  theysseey  sway  and  plummet 
at  the  ocean. 


Ally  screems  —  suddenly  the  s. sipi&x  chopper  regains 
control.  Wonderman  smiles  back  at  her  mischeviously . 

Ally  withdraws  completely.  She  sinks  into  her  corner 
of  the  chopper  and  looks  back  toward  the  building  at  the 
coastling. 


